" wald." It was a wood such as mother used to describe, a space pillared with great trees, carpeted Avith purple flowers and thick grass, roofed by skies.
We plucked great arms-fill of golden-rod. Late in the afternoon we left for home. At last I turned down the paper-strewn pavements of Soho's main business street. I walked up a narrow side-street. At once children began to crowd about me, each asking, " Give me a flower? " " Can I have a flower? " As I walked they pressed closer. I drew out flowers as I walked, to give them. But I knew that I would be obliged to stop. At a corner where stood a push-cart pedlar crying " tomatoes! " there was a push; T was dragged back and forth. Lean little arms pulled at my arms. I felt myself crying. T stood near the scared push-cart pedlar with [95] except in books. I had [94]king on the life to touch it. One day the [90]eir parents to permit them to graduate from public school, it was preposterous of me to dream of high school. It [85] [83]ll cheerfulness, books, other than
